THE ENTERTAINMENT BOX 



FAR AND AWAY is an exceptional collec- 
tion of stories, written and selected by a master 
of his trade. Anthony Boucher is equally fa- 
mous as editor of The Magazine of Fantasy 
and Science Fiction and as author of some of 
the best imaginative fiction being produced. 

The eleven tales in this book have a range 
as wide as the author's fancy— he starts with 
an extraordinary detective story in San Fran- 
cisco, moves on to an incident involving rwo 
army chaplains on active dury on Mars, back 
to a very small demon in a biochemist's lab, 
a national election result that seems to get 
changed, an author who sends a lerhal review 
copy to a writer of scathing reviews. No mat- 
ter where Mr. Boucher goes, he sees some- 
thing just a little bit different from what we 
expect to be shown, making his book one that 
is full of small surprises. His skillful propor- 
rioning of fun, of fantasy, and of fine-pointed 
wit makes this one of the most entertaining 
collections we have seen for some time. It is 
published by BalJantine Books, in a 35c paper- 
bound edition. 

GLADIATOR-AT-LAW is another suc- 
cessful result of the collaboration of Frederik 
Pohl and Cyril M. Kornbluth, whose satire, 
THE SPACE MERCHANTS deals so effec- 
tively with the advertising world. In their 
current effort, the authors tackle the worlds 
of law, housing, entertainment, and Wall 
Street. Just how they manage to strike home 
so often in all these directions at once is a feat 
best explained by an expert juggler. The fact 
that they do it so well has enabled them to 
present once again a biting satire, written with 
all the excitement and intensity that those 
familiar with the team have come to expect. 



This is another Ballantine Book, paperbound, 
35c. 

In REBIRTH, author John Wyndham 
imagines a post-atomic world. This is a world 
left in both physical and intellectual tatters: 
isolated gtoups of people live in widely sepa- 
rated oases on a radio-active earth. They have, 
in some instances, some memory of p re-atomic 
technology, but they lack materials with which 
to work. The struggle for survival is compli- 
cated by frequent and bizarre mutations which 
appear in life forms. 

The obvious analogy with the Salem witch- 
hunts and the general emotional climate of 
Puritan New England helps make this make- 
believe world startlingly real and credible. 
The reader becomes absorbed in the story, and 
is willing to accept the members of this 
strangely primitive society who will save it in 
spite of itself. Mr. Wyndham tells a fascinating 
story, and he tells it well. Published by Ballan- 
tine Books, in a 35c paperbound edition. 

THE COMPLETE E. C. CHECKLIST, 
compiled by Fred Von Bernewirz, is a remark- 
able little pamphlet. In it, the E. C. fan can 
find the name of every story E. C. ever turned 
out, listed by title and issue, along with the 
name of the artist who drew it. Also included 
are a Ray Bradbury index, an Eando Binder 
index, and a listing of the biographies of the 
artists. The price for the CHECKLIST is 25c 
. . . which also includes yearly supplements. 
(E. C. is in no way connected with this enter- 
prise . . . but we highly recommend the 
CHECKLIST to the serious E. C. collector.) 
Send your quarters to: 

Fred Von Bernewirz 



SMALL WORLD 



Mason watched Sanders covertly. Any mo- 
ment now, it would happen. At any moment 
Sanders would lose what little control was 
left to him and then either he or Mason would 
lie lifeless on the empty sands of Mars, beside 
the rocket ship which had brought them here. 

For the thousandth time Mason cursed the 
dead, empty barrenness which was Mars— and 
the luck which had placed Sanders beside him 
on the first manned flight to Mars. Of all the 
men on Earth it had had to be Sanders! San- 
ders, who had begun to crack up, only halfway 
out,from the intolerable vastness and nothing- 
ness of space. Sanders, who when they were 
still in the ship, after they had landed, had be- 
gun to whine, "There will be something here, 
won't there, Mason? Life! Some kind of life! 
Any kind! This loneliness— it's more than a 
man can bear! I— I don't think I could stand 
it if there was just— nothing!" 

At first, there had been hope to keep San- 
ders' reason from shattering. They'd unloaded 
the tracked sand-car from the ship and set off 
across the flat red plains knowing that sooner 
or later they'd find someone or something. 
They'd clattered off into Mars' silence with 
whoops and shouts. They'd made it to Mars! 
The first! But Mars had clamped a great fist 
of desolation around their hearts. Her twin 
moons had been staring eyes, mocking their 
anticipations. 

Three weeks and— nothing. Sand. Desola- 
tion. Curse Mars! Curse it for being empry! 
Curse it for not having somewhere, somehow, 
sometime managed to create life. 

In the end they'd crawled back to the ship. 
Not speaking. In the end Sanders had pleaded 
with Mason to blast off. Now! Before the 



emptiness drove him mad! But that would 
have been suicide. There was rheir trajectory 
to map, the proper moment to wait for . . . In 
the end Sanders had screamed and rushed to 
the conttols, and Mason had had to slam a 
fist to Sanders' jaw. 

Sanders had subsided. But this morning, one 
of rhe ship's rwo automatics had been missing. 

Mason waited, the second automatic in the 
pocket of his coveralls, his hand on it. With 
luck, he could disarm Sanders . . . 

Sanders charged, the stolen gun in his hand. 
But he was beyond all reason. He had reversed 
the weapon, held it like a club. This would be 
easy. Mason waited, sidestepped, swung a fist 
—and Sanders catapulted along, slammed 
head first into rhe metal side of the ship. 

It was an accident. Mason wept when he 
realized the truth. But it didn't help much. 
Sanders was dead. 

Mason buried him, on lonely Mars. 

The weeks after were a horror. But they 
passed. One day, Mason went to Sanders' 
grave to murmur a prayer. Then he returned 
to the ship. He stood with one foot on the 
first run of the ascent ladder, turned for one 
final look at Mars. He shook his fist at it. At 
its bleakness, at its lack of life. There was 
nothing on Mars. Nothing but hatred and 
cold and barrenness. He climbed into the 
ship, actuated the controls, rose on a pillar of 
flame . . . 

. . . never knew that just before he set foot 
on the ladder his heel crushed an entire city; 
never knew that the gravel his foot crunched 
was composed of microscopic soaring towers 
and tiny, delicate homes, and tinier men. Mars 
had not been empty. But it was— now. 



YOU RUN. .WILDLY ..DESPERATELY. YOU AND YOUR MATE . YOU 
RACE ALONG THROUGH THE FOREST ON WINGS OF BLIND Tl 
THE PINES, MISSHAPEN BY A THOUSAND YEARS OF INSANE EVO- 
LUTION, TEAR AT YOUR FLESH. AND THEN YOU SEE IT... AHEAD ... 
YOUR SANCTUARY. THERE, IN THE OVERGROWN RUINS, MEN CAN 
HIOE. MEM.' EVEN AS YOU RUN, THE WORD SINGS IN YOUR H 
YES, THERE ARE TRUE MEN IN THE WORLD STILL, MEN LIKE 
YOU. AND THE HORRORS, LIKE THOSE THAT BAY AT YOUR 
HEELS NOW, HAVE NOT YET INHERITED THE EARTH ... 




SO MANY TIMES BEFORE. YOU STOOD 
THESE OVERGROWN RUINS AND WON EREO; WH AT 
HAD IT BEEN UKE.THIS CITY, BEFORE THE KILL- 
ING FIRES? BUT NOW, THERE IS NO TIME FOR 
WONDERING. YOU MUST FIND REFUGE. THE TINY 
OPENING YOU ONCE FOUND IN THAT PILE 



YOU AND YOUR MATE DUCK INTO THE CAVE- 
LIKE SPACE IN THE HUGE RLE OF TUMBLED 
STONES. YOU STARE OUT THROUGH THE VINES 
DANGLING OVER THE OPENING ... YOUR SOWS AND 
READY— 




